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“Lebsraum... 1945 
GUTEN TAG...COMRADES... | 


In late Middle Ages, war had a true sense 
of glamour to it; it was truly.a noble 
professional toiled by and reserved for 
only the rich and most powerful...fates 
of a nation hung in the balance of- mano= - 
o-mano- combat by trusted knights-of that 


age, the writing of history bore on the 
shoulders of a few brave men...a time of 
legend and of - joyous drinking songs 
passed down through Fhe ages to.us yet 
today... : 

-Eyen though ‘we elect to believe ees: ‘and 
| .other Tales of Fairies...of round. tables, 
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“Lebsraum... 1945 
GUTEN TAG...COMRADES... | 


noble knights and the fairest of 
the most beautiful maidens; the truth is 
that war was always messy, heartbreaking 


and full of deaths of the guiltless 
masses. 1945 was no different but, it was- 

a thousand times worse as than even our if 

first industrial slaughter (the Great ~ | 
War) due to further advent of modern 
- technology. 

_Hanz had served bravely in the city's 
-reserve unit (the one assigned as: mostly 
air raid block troops) as his mom's uncle 

(who was rather high up in the. city's 
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“Lebsraum...” 1945 
GUTEN TAG...COMRADES... | 


management) made sure that his nephew 
would be able to take care of his mother 
after his dad a been lost near the Battle 
of Kiev...his mom begged her uncle that jj 
she should not care to live on if she was- |} 
to lose both of her men to that “it 


"EVIL WAR IN THE EAST...” || 


I asked a neighbor as I had grown use to - 

Hanz's-cheerful smile and how he always . # 
made a game of getting the small children 4 
into the safety of the shelters and. I had 
: fot seen es secund for goa! save: 
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"Lebsraur...” 1945 
“A NOD IS AS GOOD 
AS A BLINK...” 


This volume came about mostly out 
of the demon of empty time and. a— - 


-serious need to full that vacuum 


with-something meaningful in order -]] 
to prevent the need to sit-a- pout a 
~ and think; this is when I z 
discovered this catch of fotos in — | 
the modern day. equivalent of the | 
ragged old shoe box deeply buried 
“away in your mother’s old, musty 


lichen "1945 


corner closet in the form of 
a-portable, musty old hard drive. 
This in turn became tricky as 
I have done two other-books about |} 
Berlin and you have even advised 4 
me that we have covered and have 
said most of all that needed to _ Hf 
be said; so, Campers. 


WHAT IS LEFT TO. SAY?2222- | 
Not much but, these fotos are — }f 
different and do reflect on what 
we saw aS we went about our daily . 

-business in-our efforts to create 

our real estate empire in the 
greater Berlin Area. 


as ee ee 1945 


THE BOARDMISTER CHILIDREN 


Rather nasty children...so-full of their elitist 
upbringing as one has come to expect from being 
brought up in the home of a most'"true believer" 


SS FAMILY... - 


- These nasty children would have been the start or 


the punchline of some rather poorly constructed — 
joke regarding the upper classes had it not been 
that they had taken it upon themselves to be the 
block's junior Gestapo and delighted‘in denouncing: 
~ any.neighbor who spoke out in honestly...against 
the war effort.- . ->. 


: ime 1945 


THE BOARDMISTER CHILIDREN 


7, 


True bullies and most of the-remaining neighbor’s 
(this is.actually true) prayed in private that the 
bombers would find the house of these evil 

children. — 
There was a rumor that someone had got upon 
their roof and painted a very large and rude jester : i 


- to encourage the bombers to drop an,extra 
bomb on this house... ~~ 


“| was more amazed by the fact 
that someone had Gece: to. that: 
volume of ae 
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“lecberse. ” 1945 | 


his ever increasing estates as she would someday 
inherit and own outright. 

The war had not really affected them in any way 
other than the sudden supply-of cheap Polish 
Laborers that flooded the local market. 

To them this was a good thing and her father used 

this advantage to acquire more land.... — 

Late in 1943, her father had turned more quiet 
than-ever before and was constantly listening to— -¥} 
the news on his wireless radio, talked to’passing = i 

~ soldiers that came through town and had taken on - 
a-rather strange title as the Chairman of the Local _ 

Defense League - though, this was wartime, so 

Helga never paid much attention to these 
distractions and the farm didn't.run itself. 


‘hehesun.. 1945. 4 


Into the coming of 1944, most of the polish 
Laborers had disappeared...many taken away 
for labor brigades while others just disappeared 
: into the forest at-night. 
This became a concern as her father’s lands had. 
so expanded and now, there were no farm 
laborers to help out...it was becoming an — 
: ever increasing concern. _ “hf 
Then, in mid 1944, Helga's dad up and sold the — - 
entire estate to the Muller Family without warning 
or any concern to Helga's thoughts on the matter. 
Each of Helga's questions and concerns were met 
__with a cold, empty but, stern expression from her : 
; always before, jolly father: 
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lhe 1945 | 


One day her life was Set and the very next day 
without any forewarning. her entire family were 
ona train headed to a new town home in Berlin. 

| met Helga in 1945 as she had-turned over her 
stately townhome over to the German Red Cross 
where she worked with Mrs. Randel, the Home 

Guard and the Polish Conscripts working with_ 

rescue and recovery after each bombing raid 


(she spoke fluent and not so proper Polish... 
her ability to out curse the conscripted created 
a deep bound between'them and Helga,) - 
Helga as. remember, she was down-to-earth, 
__ funny but, was a totally no nonsense. person 
who had notime nor patience for anyone wanting 
to waste her time... 


> liberi 1945 | 


"TOO MUCH NEEDS TO GET DONE!" 

This was always her constant refrain and almost 
‘ spiritual powerful mantra.. 

She never much talked of her family and in those 

days, one assumed that they had been lost and it 


was:rather rude to inquire; so | never did. 
Most men fell deeply for this strong willed worman- | 
and.| must admit that | was no-different than the _ 
standard lot of hangers-on. _ Eis 
After the Russians arrived, a brigade of Polish 
Conscripts used themselves as human shields 
while they escorted her and Mrs. Randel (actually ; 
-. most.of the Red Cross Ladies who were willing to 
leave) to the safety of the approaching American 
' Frontlines. a saciteeeeg 
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“bebsraum... 1945 


"TOO MUCH NEEDS TO GET DONE!" 

Friends told me that she lives now in Mannheim 

with her cousin and holds a senior position with 

the German Red Cross while not tending her own 
urban garden. 


| MISS HER MUCH THESE DAYS! f 
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Homburg: The Meyers’ Soup Kitchen 1930... 


The Meyers Store offered credit to those in the 
neighborhood and gave out day old bread, her father 
recalls his father out in front of the door with his own 
makeshift soup kitchen and bread line. Seems that the 
Ccaptain’s mother had brought home this bread and soup to 
him and his brothers... “Without this, we might have 
starved!” the captain had whispered to him. It was now 
his turn to repay this debt. 


BERLIN: CHANGING TIMES ARE A FRIGHT! 


“Welcome back to all of my fine, 
fellow travelers, refugees, along 
with a fine collection of other 
persona non grata, stateless 
Bans of truth...” 


_ WHAT A GREETING? 


What a dramatic way to begin this 

new edition and let me say, it was 

for purpose although others might 
expect that it was but, 

a shameless ploy to draw you 

in and force you to buy this 

book to find out. 

‘I mean, how many of my regular. 

~ readers have the slightest interest 
in Berlin, especially 

in the years of 1928-1946? 

As most of you have stopped reading 
already is a vindication of the _ 

di thought process of my question. 


WHY SHOULD YOU? 


Haven’t there been like a billion 
volumes of work that have beat the 
theme of Berlin, the war to death? 
Unless you are a die-heart, German 
fanciable, you must agree that 
Berlin is not Paris. 
That might be a tad unfair! 

As there is no where that hold a 
candle to Paris..sorry London, New 
York or Shanghai... 

Tokyo comes close but not in any 
way that I can quickly assemble 
here in words...if you know Tokyo, 
you already know, so, I will leave 
that at that..as my old mentor, Mr. 
Bernard Trink was so fond of saying 


| “NUFF SAID!” 


WHY SHOULD YOU? 
Indeed, Mr. Trink! 

Bare with me, Campers and let me 
explain and maybe, I can draw you 
back, give me a shot? 

This book is extremely difficult 
for me as Seine was quick to 
promote, I do have strong ties 
to Berlin and Homberg as a large 
part of my mom’s family (on 
her dad’s side) were German. 

As the greater part of these 
relatives had the great misfortune 
to been educated, urbanized, 
outstanding business people 
and artists (not bragging as 
none were famous..they were just 
normal people living normal, 
every day lives) but, more 
importantly, they were ethnically 


WHY SHOULD YOU? 


(a good NAZI Term in their Social 
Darwinism, Catholic view of the 
world) Jewish. 

My Great Grandmother’s claim to 
fame was that she was the daughter 
of an upper class merchant family 
from Homberg at the beginning of 
the dark years and was the only 
member of her immediate fami ly 
to escape and supply me with her 
tales, those bold adventures of 
a young teenage girl’s escape to 
freedom with the Nazis 


HOT-ON-HER-HEELS 


She blames her father as he was an 
educated man and he should have 
seen the signs and acted much 
sooner than he did and the whole 


WHY SHOULD YOU? 


family could have made it to safety 
instead of just her. After all 
these years, she is still bitter 
of all those years of his inaction 
and hope, in the goodness of 
the German People. 

He would always protest the 
family’s growing unease of the 
changes that had overtaken their 
everyday lives by saying 
“This is Germany... 

We are a civilized, cultured people 
not the vulgar, like those backward 
Russians..there will be NO pogroms 
here..We are Germans!... 

This will pass!” 

Then came “Kristallnacht” on that 
cold, a bitter night in early 


WHY SHOULD YOU? 


November of 1938..that even he could 


NOT TURN A BLIND EYE TO... 


Luckily, his store had already 
closed and the family was safely 
at home..sitting by the radio, 
when rumors of wild riots in the 
business and shopping districts 
spread and even the radio warned 
people to stay in their homes. 
So, they did..even when the store’s 
manager rang up and told her father 
about what was happening... 

He was too shocked and wondered, 
out loud, “why hadn’t the police 
stepped in..lJike when the Communists 
had rioted, several years back...?” 
“What’s going on Mr. Shermann?” 
“What do you mean that it is not 
every store?” 


WHY SHOULD YOU? 


He looked drawn and had turned 
pale, this is how she remembers her 
father’s first reaction to 


“KRISTALLNACHT. ”’ 


Nothing else was said and she 
remembers her mother sending her 
to bed with all of the other 
children. 

She recalled that she had never 
seen her mother so concerned or 
worried..even though, nothing 
further was said but, it was in her 
mother’s eyes..there was real 
sadness...there was fear, at least 
she later assumed that it was fear 
= as her mother was very outspoken, 
bold and she had never seen her 
mother in a situation that she 


combine t aaie 
In the coming days, ng 
taken a nasty turn.Mr. Shermann 
(not being Jewish) had convinced 
the rioters that he had bought the 
store but, hadn’t changed the name— 
because the customers knew it too 
well..the gathered mob bought into 
his tale and they simply said, good 
night and moved on. As a courtesy 
to Mr. Shermann, the brown-shirted — 
sergeant left several of his 
stouter young rabble raisers, to 
protect the store and turn away any 
further attempted to trash the 
business. 
Mr. Shermann had saved the store 
from destruction and my father was 
very proud that he had ignored his 


WHY SHOULD YOU? 


own father’s concern when he 
appointed Mr. Shermann to be 
the manager of the store. 
Her father bragged on for days 
about how brave and resourceful 
Mr. Shermann had been and that 
“IT should make him my partner! 
Such a brave, smart man!” 
But, this had turned, what had 
seemed to be a miracle now became 
a curse, as one of the few 
businesses left on the street, 
business boomed but, there was 
a wicked undercurrent to local 
gossip and rumormongering turned 
against her father and then to 
the family. 
Jewish customers were untrustful of 
her father as they couldn’t 


WHY SHOULD YOU? 


understand why his store had been 
left unmolested when every other 
store lay in ruin. 

They quietly, poised the belief 
that he had been working with the 
Nazi Rioters..others said he was 
smart and had paid off the 
goonies..while others, old friends 
would no longer return his call 
or would no longer visit - as they 
feared that he had become a NAZI 
Spy..so little was really understood 
about what was to come, that they, 
truly, believed that it was 
possible for a Jewish Business 
Merchant to become a NAZI. 


LITTLE DID THEY KNOW! 


She explained that her father dare 


WHY SHOULD YOU? 
not explain as to Mr. Shermann’s 
bold stand, there at the doorstep, 
that had turned the tide and that 
had saved the very day for the 
store. He dared not say, as he 
feared that the Nazis hearing 
(they seem to have ears everywhere) 
that they had been duked...lied to, 
that they would return to destroy 
what had been saved..restore 
their lost honor... 

He and Mr. Shermann remained 
silent. They both agreed with her 
father’s idea that it would be 
easier to keep with the story, that 
Mr. Shermann owned the store and 
that he (her father) was a business 
partner. 

This seemed to be logical, as times 


WHY SHOULD YOU? 
were quickly changing as were laws 
being passed to limit Jewish People 
from ownership of businesses... 
Mr. Shermann had proven his 
character to her father and he 
instructed his lawyer to draw up 
new ownership papers showing that 
Mr. Shermann was now the majority 
owner of the store... 


“Tt will all 


BE GOOD... 


This will pass!” 
He explained to his family... 
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Familiar Faces 
1945 


BERLIN CAFE! 


Berlin in 1945 was a dead 
tombstone and had been reduced 
beyond most people’s faith that 
it could be saved while others 

said that it should be allowed to 

die and thus, finally purge that 

world of the evil that had driven 
the world to a world war, not 

once but, twice in the 20* 
Century and if allowed to live, 

could yet become the cause a 
third. 

What no one, except Emil, saw was 
that this town was truly a 
mythical firebird and from the 
assembled people of every nation, 
who had come to bear witness to 
its death, instead, they would 
stay on and help rebuild it to 


BERLIN CAFE! 


become an entrusted tourist 
destination by as early as 1946. 
Welcome to Emil’s BERLIN Café, 
/ reservations are not needed but, 
BERLIN ~ ; to ensure a quality seat to view 
Cafe i the passage of all this humanity, 
it is recommended to call ahead. 
Districts are still more 
suggestions than realities —- 
so no need to be asking for 
my travel papers..Commissar! 


Seine Lagone 


BERLIN: CHANGING TIMES ARE A FRIGHT! 
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BERLIN: CHANGING TIMES ARE A FRIGHT! 


BERLIN CAFE! Not everyone sees opportunity 


even when it bites you on the 
bottom (I had originally used 


BERLIN fui the word “butt” but Seine said 


- that word is not allowed in 
Cafe If = print there in Singapore... Sorry 
j Seine! I never meant to use the 


word “butt.”) and Berlin in 1945 
seemed like the last place in 
the world that would come to 
your mind in relationship to 

opportunity..other than, to 

loose your. life. 
Oh! Ye of little faith. 

In the matter of less than 

a year, Berlin had gone from 
a dot erased from most maps by 
the wonders of 20tk Century, 
military technology and had 
clearly established itself as 


BERLIN CAFE! 


the center of the growing 
conflict(s) between the East and 
the West..conflicts that we could 
easily, in the past, overlook as 
we had the Germans as a buffer 
but, now, less than a year after 
the great victory, things were 
going sideways and doing so at 
a record pace as the Allies 
faced the Russians face-to-face. 
Conflict, suspicions and hatred 
ran amok all about the world, 
every where except in Berlin... 
Here in Berlin, with a little 
looking, you saw people getting- 
a-long, rebuilding and even 
sharing a cool drink. Here at 
Berlin Café, politics were sat 
aside as allied, Russians and 


BERLIN CAFE! 


police came together to eat, 
drink, share a dance or 
Whisper a little gossip. 
Ever since we opened in 1945, 
in what would have seemed to 
have been the stupidest business 
decision especially in April 
and May of 1945, we were only 
closed for three weeks to wait 
for the wildness to settle down 
and for order to be restored. 
These weeks of downtime allowed 
us to make all those critical 
connections with the new 
authorities and was well worth 
the costs involved when we were 
able to reopen without fear of 
louting, curfews or random 
shakedowns. 


BERLIN CAFE! 3 Shakedowns and paym 
Bar SE officials had always been 
a business expense and by our 
understanding that it didn’t 
matter who ran things as long 
as we were free to do 
business..and, these Russian 
Commissars were somewhat 
refreshing as they were less 
greedy than the Nazis. 
Being an upscale establishment 
that catered to more 
distinguished clientele, 
a clientele with money. 
If you had money, you were 
a distinguished clientele and 
if you didn’t, then we would 
refer you down the block to any 
numerous, burnt out beer halls 
and broken taverns. 


BERLIN CAFE! 


The districts were still more 
a suggestion and no one was sure 
of what was what. The Wall was 
yet, nearly twenty years 
in the future. 

Granted, we were not a working 
man’s pub and that was because 
there were no working men as 
their were no companies and the 
factories had been closed for 
several years from the bombing 
raids. Since the working man was 
unemployed and was without coin, 
we elected to write them out 
of our business plan. 

Our greatest success came from 
our using your monetary means 
as our Social Darwinism 
screening and we made it clear 
that our Lord, our Savor was 


BERN CAFE! 


BERLIN 


Cafe 


DISCOUNT ‘ 


50% » 


For all our brave 
Russian Allied Officers 


colored green (as USA Dollars 
were the only stable currency 
other than gold)..which was as 
equally excepted here as Gold 
was, at first, the coinage of 
exchange amongst our former 
German Clientele with murky 
ex-government ties. 
Gold later lost its edge to US 
Dollars once the Americans moved 
into the city later in the 


SUMMER OF 1945 


Gladly, we were in what was to 
become the Soviet Zone and not 
in the free-wheeling American 
Zone. 
Those Americans were gangsters! 
We were fortunate to be able 
to depend upon our Soviet 


BERLIN CAFE! 


Friends to always step in and 
send those gangsters a packing 
every time they would come 
around, looking for a piece 
of the action. 

Much later, the next generation 
of Commissars would either 
become as corrupt as those 
Gangster Americans or, in rare 
case, by holier than Lenin in 
party purity and were always 
trying to shut us down... 
Thank goodness, the old general 
staff were rarely rotated and 
we were always saved..sometimes, 
at the last moment! 

Seems that I am getting way 
ahead of myself as this story 
began in the waning days of the 
war when Berlin seemed doomed. 


BERLIN CAFE! 


Where others saw disaster, we 
Saw opportunities in real estate 
investment and saw it as we were 
getting in at the bottom of the 

market for the coming 


REAL ESTATE BOOM 


With everything in ruin and 
decay, what better time than to 
buy up entire blocks for pennies 

on the soon to be worthless 

German Mark...and since, we had 
a lot of that laying around..in 
fact, Seine’s friends in Paris 
had sent us bales of the stuff 
after the liberation of Paris 
and they were tossing them all 
out of the French Banks with the 
other garbage..throw into the 


BERLIN CAFE! 
sa y Ws 


mix, all these delusional, true 
believers, here in Berlin...they 
still believe old man 
Hitler..God! Has he aged in 
the last couple of years? 
That shaking of his hands 
gets on my nerves... 

Think that they would give him 
a pill or ten for that..nothing 
instils confidence in victory 
like a shaking leader! 

Or at least that is my read! 
Anyway, the true believes don’t 
see it or they choose to ignore 
it.which makes them the prefect 
marks..these rubes, believe that 
there really are super, secret 
weapons that will turn the 
tide..they invoke the 300 


Spartans as their role model... 
I hate to point it out but, all 
300 Spartans died a terrible 
death..so, the money still has 
value to them. 

“Money talks” is universal 
jin every culture and at every 
turning point in history, the 
man with the most, ends up on 
top. This seems to be holding 
true, here in Berlin, in 1945... 
It is a dedicate dance of the 
doomed..they still believe 
in their currency but do agree 
with us, Berlin is doomed and 
like Bob Dylan would write 
thirty-years later, 


“Anyone with any sense, 
has already left town!” 


BERLIN CAFE! 


BERL. CAFE! 


Here we are, the smart money 
players were bailing in great 
numbers, party leaders were 
either headed south or were 
planning extended vacations 
to South America or were, 
at least, headed towards the 
American Lines to cut a deal. 
So being the smart men on the 
block, sitting on bales of soon 
to be worthless Reich Marks, 
we acted boldly and were buying 
up anything that held a title. 
Seine bought an entire block 
of flattened office buildings 
in the old business district 
for a tenth of a bale of marks... 
the seller was besides 
himself..selling his worthless 


BERLIN CAFE! 


property for almost pre-war 
prices..He was like totally 
stoked and was smiling as he 
got into his armor-plated 
Mercedes and last, we saw him, 
he and his driver were headed 
west, at flank speed. 

The key was to get the property 
reregistered to our company name 
= which unknowingly or with 
the proper encourage..ala, lots 
of cash..the few remaining city, 
property office clerks would not 
only record the property deeds 
but, would grandfather them 
to before the war. 
“THAT’S ALL GOOD BUT,” 
you say as you ponder why would 
the soon to be victors care or 
respect property deeds or 
ownership? 


BERLIN CAFE! Seine was and is a very smart 


‘ man, as he realized the risk 
but, figured a way beyond 
that..He understood the English, 
the Americans long held, strong 
believe in property rights, 
so he knew that they would 
respect our ownership rights - 
especially for title deeds that 
pre-dated the war and the 
Nazi Government... 

Being French and with a numerous 
collection of friends and 
business associated that the 
resistance and even, around 
General DE Gaul, he said that 
he had it under control. 
With the incoming Russians, 
it was a tricky dance but, 


BERLIN CAFE! 


be oe 


one that was workable because 
of Seine’s long connection with 
the Communists in Paris 
Collective and that they opened 
doors and got us meetings. 
During the battle for Berlin 
and while we closed and hid 
all of our assets in abandon, 
Nazi Bunkers on the western 
edge of town (guarded by the 
best former storm troopers, 
in hiding, that money could 
buy), we made a crazy drive 
east with a Communist flag from 
the 1920’s that we borrowed from 
a nearly deserted museum in 
midtown. With the flag..it was 
more a mighty banner that almost 
covered the entire Car... 


We approached the Russian Lines 
and greeted them as the 
liberators that they were for 
all of us, we the oppressed 
Communists of Berlin. 

That and the letters that Seine 
was carrying from the Paris 
Collective were all we needed 
to be welcomed into the 
conquering horde. 

In the follow weeks, we made 
the circuit, behind Russian 
Lines giving the ordinary 
troops, Seine would bring them 
to tears and rage over the 
abuses of the Nazi Gangsters. 
In this time, we meet with quite 
a few of the army leadership, 
these would, many of them would 


BERLIN CAFE! 


BERLIN CAFE! 


go on to be district leaders 
once Berlin had fallen. 
For the most part, they were 
no different than any other 
military leader that I have ever 
meant..flatter their ego, offer 
them access to quality goods 
and financial resources not 
available to them back home, in 
Mother Russia and they all fell 
in line..Jike little puppies. 


YES, CAMPERS! 


They too were gangsters but, 
they were also more reasonable 
and considerably less greedy 
than their Nazi counterparts, 
it was a pleasure to deal with 
them and I can not fault them, 


I 
BERLIN CAFE! their word was binding and 
or ee without question, better than 
the gold that we were 
offering them... 
Well! To be truthful, the gold 
that we were to give them for 
at the moment, we had little 
or none - except for emergency 
“Get me out of here..don’t shoot 
me!” funds stashed safety away. 
The gold would come later after 
the fall of Berlin and it was 
L official that our remaining 
; : bales of Reich Marks were, 
@ ee 2: indeed, they were worthless 
except as souvenirs that Seine 
sold to the soldiers..the 
tourists..that occupied the city. 
¥ With our connections made, we 
o | za 


decided to take a holiday until 

all the mess in Berlin was over 

and proper legal order had been 
re-established throughout the 
city and our new friends were 

properly in charge. 
After another couple of weeks, 
touring Warsaw... 


I KNOW! WARSAW! 


But, it was a safe city by then, 
we were firmly established as 
Heroes of the Revolution...being 

only of a handful of Berlin 
Communists known to survive 
the war years. 

It was a perfect scam as who was 

left alive to challenge our 
colorful storyline..and, if they 
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did, we would merely accuse them 
of being Nazi, Counter 
Revolutionary Thugs trying to 
scam our dear, Russian Brothers! 
Warsaw, although it looked to 
be a miniature version of what 
we had left in Berlin, there 
was, just as much or more 
opportunity(s) as there had been 
going on in Berlin. 

If only we would had been here 
in 1939 when the Germans had 
tossed bales of Polish Money 
in the dustbin and which, 
by some crazy, Polish Gangster 
thing, was still accepted along 
with the script that the Russian 
Army had issued to worthy 
citizens. 


We were later to discover that 
some young, Polish Gentlemen 
had had the same foresight as 
we had in the dying days of 

Berlin; they scooped up as much 

of the abandon currency as they 
could..hoping that it would be 
valuable again..after the war. 

Initially they were disappointed 

by the Germans refusal to offer 
an exchange for Reich Marks 
during the occupation - which 

created financial panic and made 

everyone poor over night. 

The Germans understood what 
the Americans did in the next 
century, in Iraq; people with 
economic means (money) don’t 
need to listen and feel that 
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their money gives them a right 

to speak their mind and resist 
the new occupiers. 

It is a simple matter that poor 

people, especially those without 
money, they tend to listen and 
are more likely to do whatever 
you want them to do..for money... 


“MONEY TALKS!” 


Yes, it does! It speaks volumes! 
It writes history too and that’s 
what they did in Poland in 1939. 
I understand that you are 
wondering how, in this world or 
the next, could we, did we end 
of in Berlin in 1945. 


BERLIN CAFE! ma oe ig ge Soe tg le 
—=— FAIR QUESTION! 
\ ) Looking back, we still debate 
the odds of such an unusual 
adventure..I blame Old Lady 
Luck..our cheap ass guardian 
angel...you know the one that 
rides into Tulsa on the 
Greyhound and always at the 
very last moment, pulls enough 
strings to keep our nose 
barely above water. 


YOU KNOW HER? 


You got one of them too? 

We had escaped Nanking, gone to 
Bangkok where Seine and I had a 
roaring business of selling 
“Adventure and Treasure” Tours 


BERLIN Bie to the local colonial tourist 


Pris = © ‘Yet and an occasional expat business 
"a =e é = type. Nothing brings out greed, 
ae colonial pocketbooks more than 
Seine’s tales of lost temples 
with shrines of gold... 

We were doing a fine, bang-up 
business until some well-to-do 
colonial had to ruin it with 
a complaint of fraud... 

So, we departed to a new, 
departed to a new, fresh start 
in French Indo-China and it was 

business as usual. 

By 1944, we had survived the 
Japanese coming in mass in 1942, 
the crazy resistance fighters of 
the Viet Mehn that made treasure 

tours to dangerous and costly 
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Cas they tended to just take all 
of our money instead of the 
agreed upon percentage(s), 
the allied aerial bombings 
and the more importantly was 
the fact, that the Japanese 

didn’t pay their soldiers enough 

for us to make a decent living 
off them..too much volume and not 
enough quality..ttoo few yen per 
soldier to make any kind 
of score. 

Being friendly with the Vichy 
French Managers that actually 
ran the country for the Japanese 
had kept us under the radar 
and usually out of jail. 

By mid 1944, even a blind man 
could see that the war was lost 
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and our Japanese connections 
just stared off into blank space 
or told very long winded stories 
about their homes, families and 
what it was like when they were, 
merely children. 

Any rationale person would start 
to calculate what the future 
here held for us..The Japs were 
all excited about dying for 
their Emperor and were making 
plans to stage great “Lets all 
get killed!” charges that would 
either drive them to the gates 
of heaven or hell, I guess? 
The Vichy were packing and 
making travel plans as they were 
convinced that those crazy, Viet 
Mehn would pour out of their 


everyone..seeing that they never 
had a fighting spirit, 


THEY WERE DOOMED 


There was some hope that those 
French Rubber Farmers..who had 
fought everyone to defend their 
lands but, still sold their 
rubber to the Japanese War 
Effort..it was a wide card, 
but, they might be encouraged 
to take over for the Japanese. 
Most Vichy didn’t have faith 
in them and that was why they 
were getting ready to leave. 


WHERE DO YOU GO? 
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IF YOU ARE VICHY? 


You know that you should not go 
home because what you did in the 
war, seems that you backed the 
wrong horse and it was coming 
back to bite you..bite you big 
time..it certainly would not bode 
well for you in a climate where 
the former Resistance and Allies 
were already hunting down former 
Vichy Officials. 


WHERE DO YOU GO? 


It was a tough decision and one 
that ended up being the path of 
least resistance, the Germans 
who. had used the coastal cities 
to supply random U-Boats heading 
to or coming back from Japan, 
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their business community in the 

major port cities in the north 
and their officials..they were 
pulling up stakes and a lot 
of the important Vichy where 

being offered seats and refuge 


IN THE FATHERLAND... 


The Vichy Officials that Seine 
was friends with; they 
continually reassure Seine that 
they believed that Germany’s 
Secret weapons would save the 
day, give the allied a bloody 
nose and force a peace in the 
west..with that, they believed, 
they bought into this German Day 
Dream of Victory..they said, 
“once the Allied had been forced 
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to sue for peace..the Germans 
could turn their armies to the 
east again and crush the 
Russians with the same weapons.” 
After many a night at our little 
café in Hanoi, nights of 
debating the merits of what 
to do..were we not too tied 
to the Vichy and thus, the 
Japanese... the Viet Mehn were not 
to be considered our friends and 
rarely did they honor their 
deals when we have done 
business. 

The Japanese were suicidal crazy 
and it was an easy decision to 
abandon them as quickly as 
possible..we might go back to 
China but, there was a three way 
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war raging there between the 
Nationalist Gangsters, the 
Communists and the poor Japanese 
that could not find an honorable 
means to retire from the field 
and go home. 


SO WHAT DO WE DO? 


There are no easy choices! 
Claudie suggest Bangkok but, 
I argued against it because it 
was another city in chaos with 
the local military trying to 
prove that they were Anti- 
Japanese to start with by 
coming down hard on all former 
colonials and expats. 
Plus, I reminded them all, that 
we had not left Bangkok under 


the best of terms and we had 
been told that they would jail 
us, if we were stupid enough to 
return. 

Claudie argued that those 
officials may have retired or 
might be scattered to the 
countryside to join the 
resistance that started once 
it was clear that the Japanese 
would lose the war. 

“Tt would be a gamble but, what 
other choice do we have?” 
Claudie pleaded to Seine and me. 
Seine, being the reasoned 
thinker that he always was, 
laid out an argument that the 
best chance was to take his 
Vichy Friends up on their offer 


of free passage to Germany and 
to roll the dice that the 
Germans would, in the end, 
surrender and at least, we had 
the best chance dealing with the 
allied on almost home ground. 
Late into the night and deep 
into our final bottles of 
expensive Sake, it was a deal 
done and we all departed back 
to our flats to pack a small 
bag as the assigned U-Boat 
was scheduled to sail in the AM. 
Seine being the master of gab 
and through his mastery of 
understanding human nature, 
he secured both Claudie and 
me seats on the departing 
U-Boat. 


It was a long, difficult sea 
journey and to be stranded 

inside this tin can for the 

almost eight weeks it took us 
to get to Germany, it was 


TRYING AT BEST! 


Then, yet, another week of 
traveling through bombed out 
cities and our assigned house 
at what was still the Vichy 

French Council, there in Berlin. 
It was January 1945 by the time 
we were up and about..the rest 
of the story, you already know. 


~ 
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BERLIN: CHANGING TIMES ARE A FRIGHT! 
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